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Bewaie, bid not me ope my mouth5 for fues within me glow;
O cruel, make me not vhat hides within my breast to show!
Deny not that which thou hast wrought:  dost doubt thee that I know*
O ciuel, make me not what hides within my breast to show!

No healing is there for my heart smit soie with love of thee;
Ah, never bhall this parting in Love's world forgotten be!
If lovers aie so life with thee, is there no fair for me?

O cruel, make me not what hides within my breast to show!

Dost thou yon loathly rival then a human cieature name?
One day, 0 wanton, wilt thou the of her too, just the same*
Thou'lt soon repent thee of thy deeds and blush for very shame!
O cruel, make me not what hides within my breast to show!

I'll bear with patience every pang thou causest, leveling bright:
St> let thy wont with Ley la still be ligoui and despite:
These sighs and wails of mine must surely win to move thy spright.
O cruel, make me not what hides within my breast to show!

The following is a mukhammes built by Leyla Khanim
on a ghazel of Baqf. The reader will recollect that in com-
positions of this description the lines of the earlier poem
are used as a base on which the superstructure is reared;
thus in this instance the fourth and fifth lines of each
stanza are the several couplets of Baqfs ghazel. It will be
noticed that in the lines she has prefixed to these, the
poetess has endeavoured to reproduce the style and imagery
of the Classic writers.

Mukhammes on a Ghazel of Baqf. [455]

Yon darling of the soul it is who all my sense and wit o'erthiows,

My waving Cypicss 'tis who spreadeth freshness through the garden-close.

My biid-like heait my gardenei is in Love's fair parteue of the ro&e.

4The eye-tield with thy cheek's reflection blight, my flowery pleasance show*.;

'My soul doth all this while the image of thy palm-tiee foim enclose/